Siam
are now, there are no silhouettes of palms. The
great black tufts which follow one another itif
an endless procession during the course of our
progress are like the tops of our trees at home,
although they are of unknown species. Despite
the night you can see them repeated in the
darkened mirror of the waters, and their reversed
reflections somehow seem to reinforce the
feeling of inundation, of something abnormal,
of cataclysm, that impresses itself upon you.
Continually, as we go along, we hit against the
thick foliage, and lizards that were lying asleep,
day-flies in myriads, little serpents and locusts
descend upon us. Often our rowers lose their
way, call to one another with mournful Asiatic
cries, and change their course. The ruins
which we are going to visit are truly admirably
guarded by such a forest as this.
At the end of some two hours, however, we
succeed in emerging from beneath the trees,
and enter a kind of marsh, amongst reeds and
grasses of extraordinary size* Here we find
a narrow river which we commence to ascend,
brushing against reeds and plants of every sort*
The night grows darker and darken As we
pass we disturb great birds which take to flight,
or perhaps an otter, or some unknown beast
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